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FAMOUS HORS 








As FAR BACK AS RECORDED 
HISTORY EXTENDS, THE HORSE HAS 
BEEN MAN'S FRIEND, COMPANION 
AND HELPER. THE MAN OF LONGAGO 
WHO OWNED A HORSE WAS INDEED 
FORTUNATE. HE COULD FLEE FROM 
HIS ENEMIES AND, IN TURN.BECOME 
A LEADER WHEN ATTACKING THE 
COMMON FOE WHEN FOOD BECAME 
SCARCE, HE COULD RANGE FAR IN 
SEARCH OF FOOD FOR HIS FAMILY 
AND CLAN. IT IS LITTLE WONDER 
THAT SUCH A CLOSE COMRADESHIP 
EXISTED BETWEEN THE MAN 
AND HIS HORSE. 




. jS MAN PROGRESSED, THE 
HORSE AIDED HIM IN HIS MARCH 
TOWARDS A BETTER LIFE. MAN 
RELIED ON HIS FRIEND TO PLOW 
HIS LANDS, HAUL HIS COMMERCE 
WAGONS AND SPEED HIM ON ACTS 
OF MERCY WITHOUT THE HORSE, 
THE SETTLING OF THIS GREAT 
COUNTRY WOULD HAVE BEEN A 
SLOW, TEDIOUS TASK. THE HONORS 
OF OPENING THE GREAT PLAINS 
AND FAR WEST CAN BE DIVIOED 
BETWEEN THE PATIENT WORK 
HORSE AND THE FLASHING STEEDS 
OF THE U.S. CAVALRY. .. 




New life filled sky and air and water! 
the young colts felt the excitement 
of it, racing along the creek. 



>YLVAN,THE WILD MORSE KING, FELT THE 
JOY OF IT, AS HE STOOD GUARD OVER HIS 
YOUNG MARES. 




SPRING TINGLED EVEN IN 
THE MUDDY TOES OF AN OLD 
BADGER, AS HE DUG HIMSELF 
ANEW HOME IN THE CREEK 
BANK, ABOVE HIGH-WATER 
MARK 




,TA RESOUNDING SNORT 
BEHIND HIM.THE OLD BADGER 
TURNED.SNEEZED.AND SHOOK 
THE DIRT OUT OFHIS EARS... 
BUT IT WAS NO ENEMY ACROS5 
THE CREEK— ONLY MOUSSA, 
THESLIM.WHITE MARE, KING 
SYLVAN 'S FAVORITE ' 




flOUSSA DRANK THIRSTILY. 
A5 IF SHE HAD BEEN A LONG 
TIME WITHOUT WATER. 
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Her THIRST SATISFIED, SHE PUSHED BACK 
QUICKLY INTO THE WILLOW SHADE... THERE 
LAY HER NEWBORN SON---ATINY, SUN- 
DAPPLED FOAL! KING SYLVAN S OFFSPRING 



WENTLY NUDGING HER INFANT, SHE 
ENCOURAGED HIM TO STAND ON HIS 
STILL-WOBBLY. STiLT-UKE LEGS. 




After a time, he managed it— ano immediately 
sought out his first meal.with the appetite 
of all healthy babies. 



AS LITTLE SILVER NURSED.MOUSSA 
STOOD ALERT AND ANXIOUS. TESTING 
THE AIR FOR SCENT OF THE WILD 
HORSE'S ENEMIES 
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-— AND THE LEAN COUGAR 
OF THE HILLS, A TAWNY 
MURDERER. WITH A TASTE 
FOR BABY HORSEFLESH' 




Though she dreaded to leave her little 
one, moussa maoe brief trips to the lush 
green grass along the creek bank! the 
mother of a hungry foal must eat. 







Back in the willows.silver lay so still 
that a wood mouse crept close to him, 
hunting for edible roots. 



IT SILVER'S BABY SNORT, THE MOUSE 
TURNED A BACK- SOMERSAULT WITH 
FRIGHT, AND SCUTTLED TO ITS HOLE. 




AS SUNSET SHADOWS FILLEO THE VALLEY, A 
FAT PORCUPINE CLIMBED DOWN FROM A TREE 
NOT FAR FROM SILVER'S HIDING PLACE. 




With strictly porcupine business 
filling its single-track mind, the quill 
pig ambled straight toward the new- . 
born prince of wild horse valley. 



Such impudence was more than little 
silver could take' he scrambled to his 
feet and snorteo indignantly' with a 
dry rattling of its ouills.the *>orky' 
turned aside. 




I HE CREATURE HAD ROLLED ITSELF INTO 
A BALL' WHY HAO IT NOT RUN AWAY LIKE 
THE MOUSE? SILVER'S PINK NOSE SNIFFED 
INQUIRINGLY. 




Suddenly, the porcupine's tail moved 
like lightning ' the foal grunted in 
pained surprise." 
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I WO STINGING, BURNING DARTS WERE EMBEDDED 
IN HIS TENDER NOSEf SILVER SCREAMED FOR HIS 
MOTHER" 
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VlTH A WILD QUESTIONING NEIGH, THE 
MARE CRASHED THROUGH THE WILLOW 

GROWTH! HER BABY WAS ATTACKED 

BY WHAT HORRIO ENEMY? 






lER STRONG TEETH CLAMPED ON THE OFFENDING 
QUILLS '. A OU1CK.PULL— A SHRIEK FROM SILVER- 
ANDTHEY WERE OUT!" 



Trembling with the first pain 
he had ever known. the little 
prince of wild horse valley 
snuggled close to his mother — 
while she comforted him. 




Whi 



Then the moon dipped down over the hills, just 
before dawn. moussa stole away for an hour's 
grazing . she was hungrier than she had 
realized. foot by foot, farther and farther 
she moved away from the willows 




W 1TH ™ E FIRST PALE DAYLIGHT, 
HASHEETA THE COUGAR CAME 
DOWN TO HUNT IN WILD HORSE 

VALLEY 



\9 HE PROWLED ALONG THE 
CREEK, ATELLTALE BREEZE 
BROUGHT TO HASHEETA THE 
SCENT OFA NEWBORN FOAL. 
EAGERLY HE FOLLOWED IT 
UPWIND, 



Now IT WAS CLOSE! AND 
NASHEETA'S KEEN NOSE 
TOLD HIM THAT THE FOAL 
WAS ALONE' ALONE AND 
HELPLESS? 



BuT THE SAME FICKLE 
BREEZE NOW WARNED MOUSSA, 
THE WHITE MARE.OF DEADLY 
DANGER. 





Ialf a MILE AWAY, MOUSSA'S scream reached t 
EARS OFMER LORD AND MASTER' MIGHTY SYLVAN 
WHIRLED AT THE SOUND. - 




I RUMPETING HIS CHALLENGE TO THE 
UNKNOWN ENEMY,THE GREAT HORSE 
RACED TO HIS FAVORITE'S AID." 







But already the cougar was reaching 
for a death hold' 




Hasheeta was no cub. ..to be caught by 
that trickf sounding clear, he gathered 
himself- for another spring. .. 
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S THE COUGAR BORE HER TO THE GROUND, 
A STALLION'S FIGHTING BAWL RANG OUT 
BEHIND HIM." 




HEN SYLVAN THE KING TURNED WiTm 
A DEEP-THROATED QUESTION TO HIS 
BELOVED MOUSSAf WAS SHE HURT 
ONE...? 



H l u f/j n 9EL0VED MOUSSA! WAS Sf 
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SILVER 
FIGHTS FOR A 



WHOA.SILVER! HELLO, THERE, JEANNE 
AND LONNY! WHAT ARE YOU DOING 
SO FAR AHEAD OF THE WAGON 
TRAIN? 




FATHER SAID WE'D BE 
SAFE FROM INDIANS OR 
OUTLAWS AS LONG AS WE 
STUCK CLOSE TO THE 
LONE RANGER! 




One thing that hurt silvers feelings 
at this age was that his mother, moussfl, 
had stopped paying him any attention, 
her new baby now took all her care." 



But when his sire and hero, MIGHTY 
SYLVAN, TURNED AND DROVE HIM AWAY FROM 
THE HERD, THE SILVER COLT'S WORLO SEEMED 
TO HAVE COME TO AN END!" 




But young silver was not alone in his heartbreak? all the colts of his age were 
chased away from the mares and weanlings— with such fierceness that 
they oared not return. 




Whimpering and calling pathetically, the 
bachelor colts hung around— as near to 

their mothers as they dared too 

lonesome to eat. 



But NONE OF THEM DARED TO 
STIR AGAIN THE ANGER OF 
SYLVAN, THE KING OF WILD 
HORSE VALLEY. 




P INALLY THEY UNDERSTOOD? 
THEIR BABYHOOD WAS OVER— 
NOW THEY WERE ON THEIR 
OWN, TO FIND THEIR OWN 
FEED. FIGHT THEIR OWN 
BATTLES, MAKE THEIR OWN 
FRIENDS. 



Scamper, a chunky 
black two-year-old, 
attached himself to 
silver — sometimes 
they reared and 
squealed in mock 

BATTLE- — 



"—AND TIREO OUT, THEY WOULD 
LAY DOWN TOGETHER TO SLEEP. 
AFFECTIONATE, IMPULSIVE. 
HARUM-SCARUM, THE LITTLE 
BLACK COLT ALWAYS FELT SAFE 
WITH HIS TALLER, STRONGER 
FRIEND. 




Scampers chief weakness was his' 

curiosity forever sticking his nose 

into other creatures' business." 




OEVERAL TIMES HE CAUGHT THE GRAY 
BADGER AWAY FROM HIS BURROW, AND 
TORMENTED THE SLOW-MOVING, GRUMPY 

ANIMAL.* 



But one day, the badger 
lost patience and gave 
the black colt a lesson 
in manners " 






Remembering the fiery 
sting of porcupine quills 
in his babyhood, silver 
washed and soothed his 
friend's Hurt nose. 




But scamper could no more learn caution than 
he could learn to fly r A few days later, a jack 
rabbit bounding along the bottom of a deep 
gulch made him forget his footing ! " 






Rolling over and over--- 
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Desperately worried.s^ver calleo 
and called to his friend." 



'At 



LAST, SCAMPER LIFTED A GROGGY HEAO.'' 




ne WOBBLED TO HIS FEET AND 
STOOD SPRADDLELEGGED.WH1LE 
THE WORLD CONTINUED TO 

WHIRL ABOUT HIM 




But from end to end the sheer 
walls seemed to be impassable, 
an open-air prison for any- 
thing with hoofs!" 




TAPPY -GO-LUCKY SCAMPER WAS NOT WORRIED. 
HOWEVER ' AS LONG AS HE HAD GRASS AND 
WATER, AND' HIS FRIEND SILVER WAS WITHIN 
CALL.THINGS WEREN'T TOO BAD." 
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Silver felt more anxiety .particularly 
that night, when the long-drawn howl of a 
lobo wolf orifted down from the hills 
above wild morse valley. " 




E BEDDED DOWN NOT FAR FROM 
THE GULCM.AND SLEEP WAS A 
LONGTIME IN COMING... HE MISSED 
LITTLE SCAMPER'S TRUSTFUL 
COMPANIONSHIP 




I HAT VERY NIGHT.OLD 
LOBO AND HIS MATE CAME 
DOWN INTO WILD HORSE 
VALLEY • 




luNTING HAD 8EEN POOR 
IN THE HILLS, LATELY.. . AND A 
DEN FULL OF HALF -STARVED 
PUPS FORCED THE WOLVES 
TO GO FARTHER AFIELD ON 
THEIR NIGHTLY HUNTS. 



\T THE EDGE OF THE GULCH, 
THE SCENT OF YOUNG HORSE- 
FLESH WAS STRONG? IT MADE 
THE MOUTHS OF THE TWO 
GRAY RAIDERS WATER WITH 
EAGERNESS. 




Silent as ghosts, they worked 
thetr way to the bottom. 



SUDDENLY, A SCREAM OF MORTAL FEAR 
PIERCED THE NIGHT! SILVER LUNGED TO 
HIS FEET— ALL SLEEPINESS GONE ON 
THE INSTANT.* 




rtGAIN THAT HORRID SCREAM? IT 
WAS SCAMPER--- AND SILVER'S 
WAR CRY RANG LIKE A TRUMPET 
IN ANSWER. " 



V/ONFIDENT THAT NO HELP COULO REACH THEIR 

DOOMED PREY.THE WOLVES CREPT NEARER 

FROM OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS. AT THE RIGHT 
MOMENT. ONE SLASHING LEAP WOULO 8RING 
THE COLT OOWN." 




But that moment never came' like a white 

BOLT OF LlfiHTNINf., A 1 EAN FORM FLASHED FROM 
THE RIM 70 PIN THE LOBO IN HIS TRACKS," 
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I HE SHE-WOLF THOUGHT SHE SAW HER 

CHANCE AND LEAPED FOR THE 

WHITE COLT"S THROAT. 




Both picked thems 
same moment--- 
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Only the frightened 
call of scamper 
checked the chase.'' 



Poor little scamper' 
still trembling from his 
narrow 8rush with the 
jaws of death, he ran 
whimpering to meet 

HIS HERO.' 



NOW ALL WAS WELL' NO 
THOUGHT OF HIS ROCK-WALLED 
PRISON BOTHERED THE LITTLE 
BLACK AS HE SLEPT THROUGH 
THE DARK HOURS, SNUGGLED 
CLOSE TO SILVER'S 
CHEST. 




In THE MORNING. HOWEVER, SILVER'S FIRST MOVE WAS TO EXPLORE THE GULCH 
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VNLY AT ONE SPOT 010 THE WALLS OFFER EVEN 
THE SLIGHTEST HOPE Of ESCAPE — AND THAT 
MOPE SCARCELY ONE TO TEMPT A 
MOUNTAIN GOATf 




IHE SILVER COLT NOW SHOWED 
THE QUALITY OF LEADERSHIP THAT 
WOULD ONE DAY MAKE HIM A GREATER 
LEADER EVEN THAN HIS MIGHTY SIRE! 
HE SHOULDERED SCAMPER BACK A 
HUNDRED YARDS FROM THE SPOT... 




L. .Ji .!. ,™ «£? - E E At A DEAD RUN.HE LED OFF— HEADED FOR THE 

BLACK AN IDEA OF HIS CHOSEN SPOT. 

INTENTIONS." 




Sheer momentum carried him 
most of the way up that rough 
rock chimney'. clawing like 
a cat, he forced his way 

FARTHER... 





Out scamper...? silver turned with an 
anxious whinny '. yes, gallant little scamper 
had climbed almost to the top. . . and there 
he hungf sensing silver's nearness, the 
black colt gathered his strength..." 




Silver's hoofs gripped the rock 
solidly... his long. strong jaws 

drove downward and grasped 

scamper's forelock. his steel 
muscles bunched... 



JOBBING FOR BREATH .THE SMALLER COLT 
FOUND FOOTING ON THE RIM? SURE FOOTING 
AND SAFETY f 




I HEN SHOULDER TO SHOULDER/THE TWO 
FRIENDS, SILVER AND SCAMPER.TROTTED 
DOWN TO A WELL-EARNED BREAKFAST 
ALONG THE SHINING CREEK." 




-AND SPEAKING OF 
BREAKFAST, YOU'D 
BETTER HURRY BACK 
TO THE WAGONS FOR 
A SNACK f WE WON'T 
STOP UNTIL SUNDOWN — ' 



■-AND THEN YOU'LL 

TELL US ANOTHER 

\ STORY OF SILVER— 

WONT YOU — - 
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-NUM. AN OLD BLACK MARE, HAD BORNE A 
FOAL LATE THAT SAME SPRING, AND LITTLE 
NINiCls. . A HEALTHY, HUNGRY RASCAL. 
TEASED HIS PATIENT MOTHER 
UNMERCIFULLY. 





■BUT POOR OLD NUBA NEVER WOULD 
HEAR OR STIR AGAIN! A BROKEN 
NECK HAD MERCIFULLY PUT AN 
ENO TO HER WEAKENED OLD 
AGS * 
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-...SILVER'S GENTLE MOTHER DID NOT 
REFUSE HIM, 
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■HOWEVER, SHE DID REFUSE TO CHASE AFTER 
THE NAUGHTY LITTLE BLACK WHENEVER ME 
RAN AWAY ! SHE COULD NOT LEAVE HER OWN 
BABY UNPROTECTED. 



"SO IT HAPPENED THAT SKREE.THE 
GOLDEN EAGLE, SPOTTED NINICK 
ALONE, ONE DAY. . .SKREE'S FIERCE. 
YELLOW EYES TOOK ON A HUNGRY 
GLEAM. 




"HIGH IN THE CLOUDLESS BLUE, HE 
HARDENED EVERY FEATHER AND 
POWER- DIVED INTO WILD HORSE 
VALLEY. 








"SKREE'S DAGGER-SHARP TALON BARELY 
SEEMED TO TOUCH THE DOOMED 
COLrS'NECK... 



*... euTiT was enough: slowly. 

SKREE SETTLED DOWN TO FEAST 
ON HIS KILL. 




... UNTILTHE WIND BROUGHT TO HER 
AND SI LVER THE SCENT OF DEATH ! 
SNORTING, THEY TURNED . . . 




"... AND GALLOPED AWAY. SILVER'S 
SHORT. COLTISH MANE BRISTLING 
WITH HORROR. 




"A MONTH LATER.ON A BLISTERING HOT 
AFTERNOON. MOUSSA AND SILVER SOUGHT THE 
SHADE OF A GREAT ROCK. 




.UNTIL A LARGE FLY SETTLED ON 
HIS LEFT EAR. AT THE SHARP STING 
OF ITS BITE. HE SHOOK HIS HEAD 
ANGRILY... 




"... AND GOT TO HIS FEET. 
SWITCHING HIS SHORT TAIL 
HISNAPWAS RUINED! 



"THE FLY DID NOT RETURN BUT NEITHER DID 

SLEEP! NIBBLING AT SPEARS OF SUN-DRIED 
GRASS, SILVER MOVED TOWARD A CLUMP OF 
CHAPARRAL. 




"THE RUSTLING LEAVES OF THE CHAPARRAL 
CAUGHT THE COLT'S ATTENTION . AND 
THE FLICKER OF SILVER'S EARS .. 






CAUGHT THE TELESCOPIC EYE OF 
3KREETHE EAGLE, SWINGING THROUGH 
THE HOT ARC OF THE SKY ABOVE WILD 
HORSE VALLEY. 




"TO SKREE.THAT WHITE FLICKER, FAR BELOW 
HIM, LOOKED LIKE THE EARS OF A CARELESS 

RABBIT.. . THEY SUGGESTED A MEAI AND 

SKREE WAS ALWAYS HUNGRY. 
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"AT THE LAST INSTANT. HE SAW HIS MISTAKE-. . BUT DID NOT CHECK HIS STRIKE! 







- THE BLOW KNOCKED SILVER TO HIS KNEES. 
AS HOOKED TALONS PIERCED HIS TENDER 
SCALP .,. 
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" BUT THE THORNY CHAPARRAL NOW CAME 
TO THE COLTS RESCUE, SNAGGING SKREE'S 
MIGHTY WINGS! WITH A YELP OF DISMAY, 
THE TYRANT OF THE AIR FOUGHT TO 
FREE THEM." 



"THE DELAY WAS JUST ENOUGH TO GIVE SILVER HIS 
CHANCE IN FEAR AND RAGE, HE SNAPPED AT HIS 
ENEMY ... AND THE RAZOR-SHARP. COLTISH TEETH 
SLICED THROUGH SKIN AND TENOONS. 



• MADDENED 8Y THE SUDDEN PAiN. 
SKREE BEAT THE AIR! HIS GREAT 
WINGS BORE HIM UPWARO.SCREAM- 
I NG, JUST AS MOUSSA CHARGED 
TO THE AID OF HER COLT." 




-BUT SILVER NEEOED NEITHER AID NOR COMFORT, 
OESPITE HIS SMARTING SCALP' HIS BABY VOICE 

WAS RAISED IN ANGRY CHALLENGE TO THE 

WINGED DEATH. " 




"BUTSKREE'S MURDEROUS TALONS 
WOULD NEVF'-. AGAIN BRING DEATH 
TO A COLT OF WILD HORSE VALLEY! 
ONE SCALY FOOT HUNG LIMP, 
CRIPPLED FOR GOOD' FROM NOW 
ON. HIS PREY MUST BE MICE AND 
RABBITS.SNAKES AND GOPHERS „ 
THE FARE OF ANY COMMON HAWK-" 




HE HAD RIDDEN HIS HORSE TO DEATH, ESCAPING 
FROM HIS ENEMIES, AND HE WAS STILL FAR FROM 
HOME. A STONE ARROWHEAD. EMBEDDED IN HIS 
OWN LEG MADE HIM LIMP BADLY. 



KeENAY KNEW THAT UNLESS HE 
COULD CAPTURE ANOTHER HORSE TO 
RIDE, HE MIGHT NEVER REACH THE 
HOGANS OF HIS PEOPLE! HE CLIMBED 
A HIGH ROCKY HILL TO LOOK 
AROUND... 




. AND FOUND HIMSELF GAZING DOWN INTO WILD HORSE VALLEY 




^EENAY'S ROVING GAZE 
HAD PICKED OUT SYLVAN AND 
HIS BAND FROM AFAR. HE 
WORKED HIS WAY OOWN TO 
AHIGH JUTTING CLIFF--- 



"— AND GLANCING OVER 
THEEDGE,HE SAW WHAT 
APPEARED LIKE AN 
ANSWER TO HIS BEST 
HOPES. 



IT WAS MOUSSA.THE WHITE 
MARE, AND HER YEARLING 
COLT. SILVER. ..THEY HAD 
FOUND A PATCH OF TENDER 
GRASS GROWING AT THE 
MOUTH OF A SIDE CANYON. 




Keenay crept sack up the side 
canyon, and lowered himself 
to the bottom with the help of 

HIS ROPE . 




Wo 



lOVING FROM BOULDER TO BOULDER WITH 
THE SLOW PATIENCE OF A HUNTING CAT.HE 
STALKED THE UNSUSPECTING MARE. 




f\EENAY'S BLACK EYES GLITTERED, 
AS HE TOOK IN MOUSSA'S BEAUTIFUL 
FORM ! ON A MOUNT LIKE THAT, HE 
COULD OUTRIDE ANY WARRIORS 
FROM THE NORTH • BUT SHE WAS 
STILLTOO FAR AWAY. . . 



AS KEENAY HOPED, MOUSSA'S GRAZING BROUGHT 
HER A LITTLE NEARER TO THE ROCK BEHIND 
WHICH HE WAS HIDING. 
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IE GAUGED HER NEARNESS BY 
THE SOUND OF HER MUNCHING 
JAWS." 



bVEN AS HE ROSE THE ROPE SNAKED OUT FROM 
HIS HAND' THE NOOSE FELL TRUE OVER MOUSSA'S 
STARTLED HEAD." 




With all her strength, moussa strained against the 
ropes throttling grip' she could not breathe! the 
roaring of a hundred waterfalls was in her ears' her 
heart seemed about to burst. . . 




MFTER AMlNUTE.HEft 
EYES GLAZED, HER KNEES 
BUCKLED' A GREAT AND 
TERRIBLE DARKNESS 
BORE HER DOWN! 




VEENAY WORKED SWIFTLY, 
EXPERTLY! HE TIED ONE END Of 
HIS ROPE AROUND A SLIM 
FETLOCK, THEN DREW THE 
FORELEG UP. 



WO MINUTES LATER. HE WAS LEADING THE OAZEO 
MARE ON THREE LEGS. DEEPER INTO THE SIDE A 
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Silver gazed after them in angry bewilderment ■ 
THIS creature with the strange smell, that 
walked ON two legs, had mastered his mother--- 

AND AWEDTHEYEARLING COLT' HE DARED NOT 
FOLLOW THEM TOO CLOSELY. . . 



" BUT THERE WAS ANOTHER WAY 

TO KEEP THEM IN SIGHT! SILVER 
KNEW A WAY UP THE CLIFFS . 




WAUTIOUSLY.HE MOVED ALONG 
THE RIM OF THE SIDE CANYON, OUT 
OF REACH FROM HIS MOTHER'S 
CAPTOR, YET WATCHING ALL 
THAT WENT ON 




OALFAMILE UP THE CANYON-— WHERE NO SOUND 
OF MOUSSAS STRUGGLES COULD REACH THE GREAT 
STALLION IN THE VALLEY, .KEENAY MOUNTED THE 
FOOT- ROPED MARE' SHE PLUNGED AND 
REARED IN VAIN. 




If HEN SHE WEARIED AT LAST, HE LOOSENED 
THE FOOT ROPE AND GUIOED HER BY THE JAW. 
WITH KEENAY'SSKILL,SHE WOULD SOON 
BE TRAINED. 



Fascinated by the sight, yet 
fiercely resentful, young silver 
gazed down from the top of a 
gravel shoe that broke the 
canyon"s ^allat this point. 




^LL AT ONCE, THE SLIDE BEGAN TO MO 
CARRYING THE COLT ALONG WITH IT.VER 
MUCH SURPRISED. 




lER STARTLED YOUNGSTER'S CALL, 
MOUSSA BEGAN TO FIGHT AGAIN ! HER 
FRANTIC JUMPS CARRIED HER 
NEARER THE SLIDE. 



Ierrified at the thing which once nearly choked 
the life out of her, moussa lay trembling, not 
daring to rise. but silver had no such qualms. 



II HE ROPE SMELLED OFKEENAY... 
AND SILVER HATED IT ! HE BIT AND 
TUGGED.. . TO PULL IT AWAY 
FROM HIS MOTHER'S FOOT. 




At LAST IT LOOSENED. . . CAME FREE. MOUSSA 
AROSE FIGHTING HER DANGLING JAW ROPE. 



Brisk RUBBING ON A ROCK TOOK 
CARE OF THAT NUISANCE... 




OHOULDER TO SHOULDER, MOTHER AND COLT 

LEFT THE HATED CANYON RACING BACK TO 

THE BRIGHT SAFETY OF WILD HORSE VALLEY 
AND THEIR OWN HERD. 




After atime.keenay awoke from his 
daze— he hobbled off convinced that 
wild horse valley held dangers mys- 
terious and terrible, for a lone 
hunter. ..and perhaps he was right!" 

bad medicine in this place ' a white 

spirit-colt took the mare 

and left me for dead! 




